FIRE BELOW

house we sought was not on this side of Vigil,
while the other had not slept off his liquor
and could not be persuaded that we did not
desire to be directed to the tavern from which
this had come. We were, indeed, growing
desperate when somehow or other we blundered
into a park through which a thin white road
went curling into the night.
There could now be no doubt that at last
we had stumbled upon the Sabre estate, for
I was quite sure that no pther private house
had been shown hereabouts upon the map.
The road, therefore, seemed certain to take us
straight to the mansion which we had been
seeking so long, and I cried to George to tell
Rowley to let the car go.
For a while the drive was level, but after
five minutes the ground began to rise. Then
we must have passed over some ridge, for all
of a sudden we saw a light stabbing the dark-,
ness against the mass of a house.
The road ran straight to the doorway above
which the lantern hung: there it swelled into
a sweep, and Rowley, who needed no telling,
brought the car round and up to the broad,
low steps.
No light came from any window, and when
the engine was stopped, we heard no sound.
We descended furtively,
As George put a hand to the door, this was
silently opened, and there was an old sendng-
man with a lamp in his*hand.
He asked no questions, but only set  the
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